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Summary:

AU where Sally Smithson works at the asylum where Michael Myers is brought to. Who knew this would lead to something



Chapter 1 of ???



Work Text:

The asylum is quiet this time at night. The AM's usually meant everyone was sleeping away while the only thing that could be heard through the building were the taps of the heavy rain and the click of heels entering rooms to check in on patients. One of the rare night shifts she works, Sally Smithson, was checking in on her patients. Seeing if they are sleeping fine and need anything if awake. So far all patients were asleep… except for one who didn’t seem to be in his room. A small wave of panic as Sally scrambled to get her keys to unlock the door. She steps in quietly. Looking around at first to see if said patient was hiding anywhere. No sight of him as she stepped closer into the room. This patient is a hard one to talk to.. he’s been like that even before he came into Sally’s care.



Michael Myers was the quiet type. Never batting a word or any form of emotion. He did what he wanted and that was mostly stare out his window and eat. He barely did anything else.. until he was transferred to his new nurse. Just something about her always made him pay attention when she entered a room. If they needed Michael to do something and he denied they would always get Sally to the case. It always worked without fail.

He always had his eyes on her whenever she entered the room, always locking on in watching whatever she was currently doing. It could have been anything as long as she was doing it. Brushing a patient's hair in the lobby, helping someone get back to their room, even watching from his window when she was coming inside for her shift… he always knew what time Sally came in without even looking at the clock.



She’s gotten used to the feeling of being watched by him. Every area of her body has been stalked by him. To her face, to the arms, to the back of her legs, every spot has been viewed by afar by Michael. Some areas are given extra attention. He never had any expression so Sally never knew if he watched with curiosity, disgust, interest, it was just a stare. Others have described his stare as cold but she never received any chill from his eyes.. it was more warm than anything. She never saw him as a problem as everyone else does. But she knows what he has done outside the building. Hunting and killing… such a dangerous man that looks at her with no anger. Of course she can't help being nervous around him still whenever he’s near though, it's only natural to be scared of a killer.



“Mr Myers?” A small whisper as she looks more around the room, stepping in more and trying to spot wherever he could be. He is a tall, built man. There's only so little places he can hide. Sally looks in the obvious spot.. under the bed. No sign of Michael but the sound of the door closing and locking behind her makes the nurse shoot up and hesitantly look behind her. She spots his figure and lets out a small breath of relief knowing Michael’s in his room.



“There you are… you gave me quite the scare there…” a nervous chuckle as she begins to stand up and look over towards him. He’s just standing with the door to his face.

“Mr Myers…. Is everything alright?” Her words made his head slowly turn. His whole body adjusting to face her. She backs up a little bit and looks up at him. Sally has to look up a little far… their height difference is crazy. Sweat dripping down her face as she tries asking him to let her out now



“There's no need to lock me in here. If you need me for something just motion to it” she comments backing up more as he steps closer. Oh, he needs something alright. A small point to her as he finally answers her question. Out of character to see him do such a thing but she doesn't have time to question it.

“Me? I assure you i can help but not when i'm locked in a room with you, Mr Myers”

Little did she know that's exactly what he wanted from her. Just her, alone in his room. No one else but her in his line of sight. She’s fully backed up against the wall as he gets inches from her. Trapping her against the wall with his hands as he slowly sinks down to her eye level. A nervous stare to his blank one. Nothing is being shown from either of them until his hands suddenly grab her by the shoulders and push her onto the bed. He holds her head down and has both wrists behind her back with one hand. She doesn't let out a scream, just heavy breathing from this interaction. Sally tries turning her head to face him but every time she does Michael automatically shoves it back into the mattress.



Holy shit, ok so this is how she’s going to die? Choked by Michael Myers in his own room? Her entire body is struggling and she's trying to get up but his strength is too much. Holy shit she’s not ready to die! She braces for any impact until feeling his face brush against hers. His breathing calm as he lays her more on the bed after some time.



“Mr Myers? What are y-“ before she can even finish the man started covering her mouth. His hand was so large it could easily pop her head. She's not as frightened as before, if he wanted to kill her he could have already done it easily, but now he’s just waiting for the two security guards to walk by before his next move. Now Sally’s just as confused. Why does he want her to be silent? She would ask but the whole hand over mouth thing is stopping her. A small breath when his focus is no longer on the guards and now back on her. He keeps the hand over her mouth just in case she decides to ask any more annoying questions.



His eyes looked down at her before flipping her over. He adjusts her hands to be over her head and laying on the mattress before he rests both of his own hands near her hips. Sally’s not speaking, that's good for him because he had no answers for her questions. He just stares down at that face, that nervous.. sweating.. beautiful face. His breathing gets heavier as he lowers his head a little bit to be closer, Examining her beauty better.. he's never had the chance to get this close.. he can finally admire everything he wants without trouble. Well it was without trouble before he got too close and Sally ended up pushing his face away for personal space. Michael is not a fan of that.. even though her soft skin against his face felt amazing. Just a huff of breath from Sally as he easily ignores any attempt to get him away from her face. A sigh from the girl as she knows her pushing isn't going to work.



Now that she isn't fighting back and behaving the way he wants her to, he ends up putting one hand on her face again, this time not to keep her quiet but to feel her. See if her face is just as soft as her hand.. it's much softer actually and he suddenly can’t get enough of it. Feeling all around like he’s never felt skin before. Sally’s looking extremely annoyed.. but when has he ever cared what others think.. but for her.. he lets go of her face before getting off of her and proceeding to stand up. Sally’s quick to follow, getting herself up and fixing her hair and dress. She’s getting ready to leave before a grab to her hand is given and a stare is given.



“Mr Myers, please let me go. I need to leave.” Nope, no way. The night just begun and she’s already trying to leave? Does she need to be pushed back on the bed? No how about pressed against the window, that sounds better. Her body is grabbed by the shoulders and pressed against the window. Her cheek to the glass as he comes down to her level just to breathe next to her face. Now she's just starting to panic. Come on Michael, what's going on with you? You’ve never acted like this before when she’s been previously into his room, but then again that’s in the morning where everyone can see what she’s doing, now that everyone’s asleep no one can bother them. His mouth close to her ear as she hears every single breath he takes, it's very calm compared to her shaky breathing.



“Let me go.” She says quietly, she doesn't struggle because upsetting him is the last thing she wants to do to a patient. She can’t get in trouble for upsetting a patient, she needs this job to survive.

“We don’t need to have any problems, please.. just let me go and we can just move on from this” her voice a little louder. He stands up straight and looks down at her before a hand is brushed through her hair and pulled back a little bit to make her look at him. He seems so relaxed for the current situation. He finally lets go and Sally is quick to head to the door. Wait- one more hold! He turns her around to see her angry face. One more time leaning down to press his lips against her cheek.. huh? Was he trying to kiss? He’s awful at it! Michael is now willing to let her go. She almost forgot her keys, going back in the room more to grab them off the floor then finally leaving. Have a good sleep Michael she’s not sure if she’ll be able to shake this off so easily… a kiss… what on earth was he trying to do? A sigh as she needs to get back into work mode to check on her other patients.



 



Weeks have passed since that incident. Michael hasn't tried trapping her in his room again.. but he has been acting strange. Not looking at her as much as he used to, no he’s more focused on what's outside his window.. like he's trying to memorize something. Bringing him food one day she realizes his stare is still out that window.. not even a glance in her direction.



“Mr Myers, I brought your usual breakfast..” a small smile as she says that, hoping that gets his attention but no answer. Damn… did she do something wrong? Hell- she knows she didn't do anything wrong, he was the one who was being weird not her. She ends up leaving after a few minutes to make sure he’s fine. Michael seems alright so she believes she’s good to go. Onto the next patient.



Another week passes by and she heads to her usual 12 hour shift. Once she arrives a panic is occuring? Clocking in and looking around at the frantic nurses as they talk to one another. Sally takes a second to ask a coworker what was happening. To her surprise she didn’t expect to hear that a patient escaped the asylum. How on earth did someone get past security?



“Who on earth passed security?”

“Oh it was patient Michael Myers”



Oh… oh no, that makes her heart sink and her skin turn to pale. Now Sally knows why he was acting weird.. maybe she should have paid more attention, give him the care he wanted that night. Now he’s running around, probably lost and cold.. she can’t help but worry out of her mind for the man. He- he has to be ok right? Wait! Shit! This man has killed people! Is he going out to kill more!? Oh my god- she feels faint, sick even.



“Excuse me for a moment..” Sally makes her way to the nearest bathroom. Stepping in and locking the door behind her before staring at herself in the mirror, her eyes watery and scared. Michael Myers may end up killing again… and she believes it’s her fault for not giving him the attention he wanted. That was her patient.. and she failed to keep him safe, what a poor excuse of a nurse. It takes her a good while to finally compose herself and get ready to leave the bathroom. A huff before she finally steps out, time to just do her job and act like nothings a problem.



Days.. then into weeks.. then into months with a missing patient. No one really talks about it at the office.. Halloween is coming up, a day away and the asylum is actually being decorated a little bit to cheer up the patients. Sally has even considered putting some money to the side so she can get some candy to give the patients… a nice little treat for them. She was saving up for new work shoes but… some candy wouldn't harm anyone.. She can walk in these shoes for a little longer if it means seeing some smiles for some candy.



She was wheeling a patient back to their room as she felt a shiver when she passed Michael’s room. Like he’s in there watching her through the little door slip. A small breath as she gets her current patient to their room, making sure they're alright before leaving. It's almost time to clock out. A long 12 hours of catering… she’s exhausted, drained and ready to give her bed some attention. Just another 15 minutes.. hopefully no one needs any assistance for that long. The time passes and she only has to brush a patient's hair so once the nurse is done she’s on her way to clock out.



A little wave to her co worker as she finally leaves that awful building and to her car she goes. It's loud and barely going but damn does it get her back and forth from work and home. The little cabin in the woods her late husband built for them is where she still lives, it’s a hassle to keep up with but she somehow manages to meet the bills. Sally just uses less of what she has.. and has sold a good amount of her belongings and has settled for more cheap items. Clothing, furniture, food.. anything to be honest. She’s a broke woman. When she finally arrives home a heavy rainstorm takes over the sky. A sigh as she has to run into her home, almost dropping her keys while trying to unlock the door. Once she enters she’s completely soaked. A groan, her luck can’t get any worse but this just proves it can. She heads to the bathroom to wipe her face from any rain.



A loud boom from thunder is heard, making her jump in place. The storm is fairly close and she hates it. She hates storms so much they do nothing but knock out the electricity and leave her relying on the few candles she still has. A sigh as she’s ready to leave the bathroom to go to her savings to pull some money out for candy until a loud bang is heard. That gets her jumpy. Holy shit what was that? She leaves the room and spots a window broken in the kitchen, rain pouring in and she has to get all the glass off the floor, luckily it was big chunks so it wasnt that much of a clean but still what on earth did that? She opens the backdoor to look around, not stepping outside fully because of the rain.



Nothing around, there’s no way that was the storm who knocked her window like that. A shaky breath as she backs up enough to close the door and lock it. She proceeds to lock the front door as well and all the windows. Nothing is getting in here. She’s going to have a peaceful sleep and nothings going to stop her from doing that!



The next morning comes and Sally’s body feels weak. Cracks and noises as she sits up to stretch. A yawn before she stands up to get ready for her shift, the rain is still pouring.. She's so lucky the window that broke was just over the sink so all that water is already being drained. Maybe she does have some good luck in the weirdest of places. Alright she has to make a pit stop at a convenience store to get some candy for the patients. She’s actually excited to go to work and give the patients somewhat of a holiday to celebrate. The day went well! The patients were excited to have some candy and even some co-workers were given some treats. It's still a long shift but hey at least it was more bearable than the last few shifts.



She has one piece of candy left and passes Michael’s room. She takes a look to see if anyones around before entering his room to put the last piece of candy there… for when he returns.. hopefully. An hour passes since the candy giving and the tv was on the news. A loose culprit is at large, its taking up all the local news. A man in overalls and a white mask has been going around murdering young adults.. how strange.. the same thing happened two years ago by… jesus christ please don't tell her… Sally’s quick to change the channel to something more family friendly. No need for such bad news today.. it's supposed to be a happy holiday.. and now she's thinking about Michael.. no way he’s at large again… no.. a shiver runs down her spine as she gets too much in her head about this. Hugging herself for a second before getting back to taking care of the patients.



It becomes a talk around the office though, nurses gossiping about how Michael could easily be the murderer going around, thats why he broke out so he would fill his need for kills. One asshole of a worker even jokes that one of the nurses is next while looking at sally. She decides to ignore this, she’ll be the bigger person in this situation. She still doesnt get why she’s the one always being picked on. She's fresh meat but then again it has been years working here already so why keep treating her like this? Oh well, she’ll just move forward with her day, the news has brought enough negativity to the asylum.



The end of her shift finally comes and it's time to get into that loud car to get home. Is it still storming? That's going to put a damper on halloween.. poor kids who just want to go trick or treating.. she hopes it clears up soon before it gets any later. By the time she arrives home she notices that her front door is wide open. What the? She’s not a fan of that in the slightest? Did the wind blow it open? Did she forget to lock it and the stupid heavy wind got it open? No… she’s sure she locked it.. she takes a moment before entering her home, quietly as possible as she squeezes through the door so it doesn't creak open. The lights are out.. the house is pitch dark. Not a single thing is visible.



Trying to feel her way around to get to the kitchen for a knife.. just in case, she feels like nothing is missing.. there wasn't really anything to steal in the first place.. if someone broke in that is, fuck did someone break in? Shit the panic in her body rises as she finally makes her way to the kitchen to get a knife. She takes some slow and silent breaths to calm herself down. Come on Sally you have a knife what could they possibly have? A gun?… fuck they could have a gun. Sally tip toes to the couch, a strike of thunder scaring her and making her drop the knife.



“Shit..” she whispers to herself as she gets on her knees to feel for the knife. It's not in front of her so she scoots a little forward before.. she bumps into something that didn't feel like furniture. The nurse freezes in place as she refuses to look up. She just.. reaches out a hand to feel whatever she bumped into. Fabrics like clothing.. a little tug on it to make sure that's really clothes and to her horror it is. It takes her several moments to actually get the courage to look up and once she does she’s met with a tall figure. They can't see it but she is tearing up big time, her tears falling off her face and onto her hands in her lap.



One of her worst fears happens as she realizes someone broke into her home. Sally doesn't say a word she just stares back down as her brain makes her think of all the things someone could do while breaking into someone's house, fuck man is she going to die? She’s not ready to die. While her mind is racing a hand reaches down and pulls her up by the arm, getting her to stand up. She ends up pushed against the stranger's chest for a moment before her arm is released.



A shock of lightning shows a glimpse of who's in front of her. They Are masked but it seems to be a male figure to her guess. This could be anyone though and she hates it. The girl is so unsure on what to do…. Fuck it she pushes pass him to get out of the house. She grabs the keys from the table and heads to her car. As soon as she's about to get inside the car an arm wraps around her waist to pull her back. A scream for help but it's useless in the middle of the woods.



“Let go!!” She begs as she kicks and tries to wiggle herself free while being carried back into the house. The door slams when the two are inside again. More tears rolling down her face and some loud sobs as shes carried more into the house

“Please!” She begs again as she's thrown into her room on the floor. Landing on her hand and it swells already from pain. She has to push through the pain to get up, using her good hand to lift herself up. Sally’s looking for anything that can be considered a weapon, anything to help get her away from this creep. While she reaches up on the side table a hand gets placed on hers, a tight grip as she’s lifted and thrown onto the bed. Heavy breathing is heard from the figure as she kicks at the stranger.



Fuck off! She wants to shout but upsetting them any further could lead to anything. She's on her side on the bed before she looks over to the figure. A door slam is heard again but this time it feels like the figure is on the other side of the door as if they locked themselves out. She immediately gets up to bang at the door. Come on dont lock her in here! She’s not a prisoner in her own home! She just wants to get the lights on and away from him… a big breath before she heads over to her bed. Sitting before turning on the lamp…



well trying to turn on the lamp.. great the powers out because of the storm. She just sits on her bed while staring at the bedroom door. Dry tears on her face as she has no more to cry. She’s extra exhausted from work and from this and even though she’s scared out of her mind. She has to change out of these work clothes, switching to her night clothing and taking off the worn out heels.. She can't get her work clothes dirty. She gets back to her bed and lays back onto it. What the hell does this person want from her? Whatever it is, money she assumes, she doesn't have any! So get out! She tries again to escape through the door but it seems barricaded… She looks around her room. A window… Is she really going to climb out the window? Of course she is!



She silently opens up her window and looks back at the door before slowly sneaking out. Fuck now that she’s out where else does she go without the car? She's stuck just as much as she was inside. She should of brought shoes too but fuck she was so nervous she wasn’t even thinking straight. Is she about to sneak back into the house? A big but silent breath as she made her way to the front door. As she tries to open it the figure grips at her arm and pulls her in. A scream muffled by a hand as she’s dragged over to the couch. Forced to sit down as the figure starts to unbarricade her bedroom door before walking in. He had a tight grip on the knife so of course Sally did what she was shown to do. Some beads of sweat drip down her face and neck as she keeps her focus on whatever's in front of her. She doesn't dare look at the intruder. A tug at her arm that was a slight more gentle than earlier but still rough enough to get the message clear as she was put back into her bedroom. The window is fine but closed, she knows not to go through it again.



The figure throws her back on the bed before slamming the door close with him outside the room. She can hear how angry the stranger is from how he barricades the door once more. She sat in silence again as she laid on the bed. No sleep was given that night. She watched the ceiling the entire time because she was terribly nervous the entire night. It sucked, she’s exhausted and her body feels weak. Thank god it's her day off.. Why is she worried about work right now?



After some time the sun started to peek through her window, getting the nurse’s attention and needing to use her hand as a blocker. A small sigh as she slowly raises herself up to look at the door. Her eyes have bags under them from the lack of sleep. She just kept staring at the door the entire time before she heard movement. Looks like he’s awake too behind the door. Probably slept so peacefully on the couch while she suffered the entire night, asshole. She can hear the barricade start to be moved and panic rushes over her again. She gets up quickly and decides to hide in her closet. First she opens the window to make it look like she escaped again, genius idea. The footsteps get in as soon as she closes the door. Angry stomps to the window by the man. The footsteps become quiet as he leaves the room. Sally stays hidden in the closet. A breath of relief given too early as the closet door is swung open and a grip on her arm is given again.



“Come on, let go!!” She demands but nothing comes out of it. She’s tossed back onto the bed but this time instead of leaving the man towers over her while watching her squirm to sit up and get on the other side of the bed. Sally can finally get a better look at him now. Dirty navy blue overalls and a white mask with black hair greeted her. The same description of the killer on the TV. The one the nurses back at the asylum believe is Michael.. she’s nervous but talks anyway



“Michael?” She says quietly but this makes him tilt his head by the tiniest of inches.

“Michael please say this isn't you”

Saying this makes him reach into his pocket and pulls out a bracelet with a name on it. He pulls her by the leg over to him and holds the bracelet in front of her face and with horror she finds out who this exactly is.

“Michael.. why are you doing this?” Her voice is still quiet but a good amount of shaky. She’s still scared out of her mind as his grip on her ankle stays tight. He lets go of the bracelet and lets it fall to the floor before he keeps his eyes on her. Sally’s panicking more as he doesn’t answer her. He never did so why is she more scared this time? He leans over a little now. Trying to examine more of her but her kicking at his arm stops him from getting any closer.. for a minute before he ends up climbing over her while she cowers beneath him. She's kicking, punching and even trying to push at him but to no reward.



“Michael get off!” She sounds more angry than scared when she talks. Hmm. His hand reached over to her neck then face. Brushing against each part before resting on her cheek. This makes her stop fussing. Feeling the softness and dried tears. Something he wished to feel again since he escaped. His eyes went from her cheek to the entire face. She looked so pissed but at the same time absolutely beautiful in his eyes. His big hand reaches back down to her neck as he senses she flinches from his touch. If his plan works she’ll get used to feeling his touch more. Just when he thought he could freely touch a grip at the mask that yanks it off and toss it to the side of the bed throws him off. Michael’s quick to get on his knees more to look for the mask while Sally is successfully able to crawl from underneath him. Michael gets the mask back on before he follows after the girl, he’s not done with her, not now not ever. He’ll do anything to keep feeling her more and if that means locking her up in her own home then fuck it.



A pull to her arm again as he pushes her back towards him. A grip on both arms is made before wrapping an arm around her waist to carry her back to her room. Sally claws at Michael’s body to get free but it was like kitten scratches for him. She’s tossed back onto the bed and he towers over her again before climbing on top of her once more. She tries grabbing at the mask again but he’s quick to lock her arms to her sides and trap her between his legs. Of course to no surprise she fights back still, trying to escape his hold on her by attempting to wiggle free. No use for his hold is too tight. A curse under the nurse’s breath as she finally takes the hint that she’s not going anywhere. A huff as she looks up at his mask. Why the mask? She knows what his face looks like but he still chooses to hide it from her, she’s seen him countless of times so why now?



“Michael… take off the mask..” her voice sounding demanding but he didn't care for her attempts. He places one hand to the side of her face and the other in her locks of hair. Ah this is soft just like her skin… everything about her is just so well taken care of and soft. a true beauty under him. Michael continues to brush through her hair, playing with some curls and watching it twist around his fingers. She tries biting at his hand but any attempt felt like little nibbles given, so cute. His breathing is a little heavy as he keeps playing. It’s so sweet to finally have her. A dream coming true for him… even if she’s scared out of her mind.. but she’ll get over it if he keeps up his idea. His free hand finally leaves the side of her head to end up lower on her body. The lower part of her neck, rubbing his thumb against it a couple of times before starting to inch lower



“Michael don’t you dare.”



Oh he dares as his hand reaches the top of her chest. Damn shirt gets in the way of her skin. A heavy breath from him as he explores further down. His hand fully on one of her breasts. A small rub turning to squeezing, a mixture of the two kept happening… and she didn't yell at him. She watches him having a field day and takes a moment to look up at his gaze. It was directly on her chest. Both hands now on her bosom and squeezing. A tad annoyance that there's fabric in the way. It takes a moment of just holding them before he gets up. Sally only sits up a little bit, nervous to move but panics when he comes back with a knife.



“Wait!- wait wait hold on! I can just!” She takes off her shirt as fast as she can

“See? No need for the knife! I promise you!” She says through shaky breaths. He comes over and eyes her. There’s still a problem. Taking the sharp part of the knife and holding it in the middle of her bra. A small motion cuts the bra in two and she finally is fully exposed. A nervous gulp from her before he stabs the knife in the night stand and comes back on top of her. She lays back down and stares up at the mask. Her hands free but not stopping him from having his touch. She’s honestly confused with herself right now.. confused on why she’s not trying to stop him.. is it because she missed the touch of someone? She hasn't had anyone so interested in her since Andrew died. Even during this she still has nervous sweat dripping down her neck and forehead. A gulp from her as he starts rubbing his thumbs over the middle of her breasts. Sally looks down to see her nipples hard from the rubbing. A small groan from how she’s letting this happen so easily.



“You’ve been wanting this to happen.. haven't you?” Her voice is calm and makes Michael stop. A hand going back to her face as he gets off of her to lay her more correctly on the bed. Being gentle but at the same time pushy enough to make her lay correct. Her head resting on the pillow.

“Michael i don't think-“ the nurse tries sitting up but a grip at the neck pushing her back down tells her to stop talking. Fine.. fine have it his way. He takes a moment to look at her before spreading her one arm out. Another moment before he inserts himself to lay between her arm and chest. A hand on her waist as he rests his head on her chest. The rubber of the mask felt icky against her skin.



“Michael, if you're going to do this, at least take off the mask..” a moment of silence before he leans his head up and actually removes the mask and lays it by his side, somewhere easy to grab. He comes back down and lays his head on her chest. A second before he leans more in between her breasts. Squeezing himself between them to feel both at the same time. It was like soft heaven. Not only were they amazing to squeeze but they felt so good against his face. He ends up getting more on top of her, pressing himself between her legs so he can lay more comfortably. His body weight is a little too much at first but she’s able to adjust, he’s so warm.. like a walking heater… it's almost so hard to stay awake with so much warmth on her.. she doesn’t even need a blanket. She is worried though about him being face first in between her breasts.



Can he breathe like that? He seems fine but she still worries. Hands wrapping around her waist and back as he hugs her while falling asleep. To think this is a man who has murdered innocent lives is just using her like a pillow… she couldnt believe it. She just watches him breathe for a good while before she makes sure he is fully asleep. Ok ok she needs to get out of this but his tight grip and body weight is too much for her to handle. A big sigh as she just wraps her arms around him. Maybe he’ll wake up peacefully and finally let her go. Just maybe… god she can't believe she’s holding onto him but she’s just so cold without her shirt on.



Michael snuggles more against her, raising his head a little to peek upwards at her as she stares at the ceiling. He’s awake and stalks her face, seeing the nervousness flow through her. When she looks down he’s quick to close his eyes to pretend he’s asleep. Sally thinks to herself for a moment before she rubs at her face before deciding that her sleepy body is winning and she needs to rest. She wraps her arms around his head and whispers a small fuck you to him before falling asleep, and with that he finally gets to bed too.



The next morning comes and Sally is late for work. Her alarm takes several tries to wake her up and once it does she jumps out of bed- wait she jumped out of bed? Where the fuck is- what that a dream? No.. she's shirtless right now.. fuck this, she hasnt have time to worry about Michael she has to get ready for work! Dressing quickly and going over the speed limit to get to the asylum. She rushes into the building, clocks in and immediately and gets a scolding from her boss. She apologizes several times but the boss just storms off. A breath of relief he finally left her and she continued with her day. A lot on her mind though.. Does she report that Michael’s at her house? What if he’s not and when the police get there Michael is gone? And if he finds out does he finally kill her for snitching? She’s so lost in her mind she doesn't even realize she bumped into another nurse.



“Watch where you're going!!”

“Sorry!- sorry!” Sally’s quick to walk off and gets a confused but nasty look from the other nurse.



Her shift soon ends and she’s quick to her car. She takes her time getting home and once she’s there she sees the door open again. A big sigh and her head leaning on the top of the wheel before she steps out and into her home. It’s pitch black again and she lets out another sigh

“I know you're here, Michael. Show yourself”

And with that the door is slammed behind her and she’s picked up and brought to the couch. He feels wet and when she looks down she’s disgusted to see him covered in diet and blood!

“Let me down! You're filthy!!” She’s finally listened to as she’s put down.

“You smell awful! Like blood and dirt… an awful combination..” that's what she’s worried about? Not a man half her size covered in another person's blood standing in front of her? She looks down at her blood covered uniform and groans.



“Michael. Follow me.” Sally tries to calmly say. Michael is led to the bathroom and Sally says something that gets him off guard

“Get those clothes off! I’m washing them and my dress to get the damn blood off.” She crosses her arms and looks mad as hell. Michael’s quick to listen and starts to get undressed. Even standing naked he still has dirt and blood all over him. A small whine from her as she walks past him, shielding her eyes as she does so, and turning on the water. Making it somewhat warm for him.

“Just get in.” He watches her leave with his clothes. She heads to her room to change, looking at her dress before accidentally leaving the door cracked a little. She puts her hair in a messy bun and quickly starts to take off her uniform. When she gets a glance at the door she sees eyes staring at her and the girls quick to cover herself.



“Go to the bathroom!!!” A shriek from her as he walks back to the shower. She’s a blushing embarrassed mess as she gets herself dressed fast into her beaten up pajamas. She looks even angrier as she enters the bathroom again. Looking up at the culprit with crossed arms. Michael just looks at the shower before getting in. His body soaking and a little tug at her arm as he wants her closer.

“I'm not getting in with you!!” He just stands there watching her. An almost sad look on his face as the blood and dirt don't wash off.. oh for heaven's sake.. she rolls up her sleeves and stands closer to scrub off any blood off his face. Making him stand directly under the water. He closes his eyes as the drops of water keep hitting his face. After a moment she’s finally able to scrub off all the blood. Fine, good. Glad that's over with. She’s about to walk away until a wet tug at her arm and a hand on her hip as she’s pulled into the bath. A giant gasp as she's now soaked just like him. Hair sticking to her face and her hands turning to fists. She looks at his chest and then at his face.



“Why did you do that?!” She holds her arms to her head to shield water as she tries to get out but he holds her inside. Not letting her go. She kicks and claws at his arms, trying to get free but he’s got her locked in place. Her anger rising profusely, the more her body gets soaked the more she just wants to scream and punch at him for even thinking this was a good idea… but no, she stays calm and slowly gets his hands off of her before hopping out of the shower. She does storm off though. going to dry herself off with the towel she snatched before leaving the bathroom, now in her room wrapping her hair around the towel and removing another pair of clothes she huffs and gets changed quickly so the pervert doesn't try to get another peek.. and to think she was going to be nice and even clean his mask, that god awful mask.. ugh!



As soon as Sally’s ready to leave the room a naked soaked man stands in front of her, she looks up as he looks down. He seems annoyed that she’s already in new clothing, Pissed even that she wanted to change from the moment he made them.. his expression does not change before he walks by her and lays on the bed, Michael wants her to follow but she just gives him a look.

“I’m not sleeping with you naked in the bed, Michael.” Hands into fists once more as she gives a disgusted look.

“Your clothes should be dry i’ll get them for you.. please put them on when I bring them back” with that she leaves and heads to the dryer pulling out his overalls.. and underwear and throwing it at him when she arrives back at the room where he’s going through a drawer. He spots a pill bottle and holds it up to read it.. birth control? What's that for? Before he can question it more it's yoinked out of his hand.



“Get dressed! Now” demanding him to get changed only makes him stare down at her, caressing her cheek before she pushes it away. She gets to turning off the lights as Michael finally gets dressed. A huff of relief as the warm blanket hugs her body.

“You sleep on the couch. Not in the bed.” She looks over to see him crawling into her bed.

“Michael! Go to the couch!” She’s pointing outside the room but he’s already using her like a pillow, laying his head on her squishy chest and nuzzling in for more softness, her shirt feels so soft.. but not as soft as her skin. A loud groan and a push to get him off comes with a fail, he’s wrapping his arms around her to make sure he can’t let go. He wants to sleep with her and he will, nothing she can do to change this.

She ends up giving in and letting him use her like a pillow, one last angry groan before she closes her eyes. No hugs for him tonight because she’s even more pissed than last night.



Another morning rises, she actually has a day off that she was excited for… was excited for until a certain someone decided to break into her home. She looks down. He sleeps on her still just like the night before. A silent scoff and a rub at the eyes. She’s hungry and wants to get up, she tries to sneak from him but that grip.. her next best tactic is to wake him up. A small shake of the shoulders gets him awake.. finally.



“Michael, come on. Get up” Sally a bit angry so early in the morning loosens up when he gets up so easily, she’s quick to her feet and into the kitchen where she plans on just making food for herself. She gets to cooking, just something simple like eggs for breakfast. Eyes stare at her the entire time. He watches like a hawk at his prey, enjoying her while she moves a little here and there. He could pounce on her if he wanted, hold her down and watch her but he refrains from that.



A bit later and the food is done, Sally sits at the table and Michael pulls up a chair right next to her, uncomfortably close to her as she tries to eat her eggs in peace. It's so difficult just to eat. He’s a bother in everyway but she gets through it and finishes her food. She gets up to put her plate in the sink but Michael pulls her right back down but not in the chair she was sitting in. He has her in his lap. Using her head as a rest as his hands rest on her chest, a bit of a squeeze to them before they slide down to her stomach, wrapping around to lock her in place once more.



“You’re such a pest, Michael.”

Those words only made him hold on harder, a tight grip to really keep her locked. She tries fighting it, even slapping at his face a couple of times but her slaps felt like a kitten hits. This man has been shot several times, no way her cute little hits will do damage to him.



An annoyed sigh as she just rests her upper torso and head on the table in defeat,using her arms as a pillow. He leans with her. One hand sliding back up as she has to push it back down a couple times before just giving up and letting him have his squeezes. The other hand lowers, resting on her thigh before sliding more into her legs.



This makes Sally shoot up, pushing the hand away before managing to move to the side

“Don't you dare, Michael!” A shout.

“How do you even know about? Ugh whatever.” A groan as she speaks.

Michael doesn't dare. He just presses his face to hers, cheek to cheek. He’s seen couples do this, only copying what he saw when stalking victims. He wanted to try these with Sally. He always saw the couples happy and laughing… he wanted to hear Sally’s beautiful laugh, a melody he would sometimes hear at the asylum, music to his ears.



This is his special someone, whether she likes it or not he’s not going anywhere. He finally gives her some space. Sitting her in his chair before getting up. He wanted to try something else he watched, something so strange and unusual to him but hell he’ll still try. A press of his lips and nothing more to the top of her head. No actual kiss, he expected a laugh or to even see a smile but she had a blank expression.



Once he backs up she stands as well

“You’re not ruining my day off, Michael. No matter how hard you try” a huff as she walks to her room. She’s going to read on the couch, have some quiet as she gets lost in the words of the story. Her favorite book was worth another reading, a smile as she picked it up and headed to her couch. He was nowhere to be seen. She hopes he finally left her after not caring for his… kiss? Can she even call it that? Whatever. A sit down and she opened at the beginning, getting lost into the words like she wanted to. A yawn midway through, even if it's a good read, getting so far in it can be so tiring.. why not get more sleep. Sally gets ready to stand up before a surprise and a man pulls her back down. Hovering above her as he keeps her down in place by the shoulders. A tight grip got her confused.



“Michael? What are you-“ before she could finish, she’s flipped onto her back. Confused out of her mind before he decides to lay on top of her. He has to admit when he was watching her cook earlier her eyes did land on her rear multiple times. It was the perfect shape for him so he wishes to feel how soft it is as well.



Not laying his head on it but more his pelvis… it felt nice? Odd but the shape felt so comfortable, like this was meant to be put together. He lays himself more on her, almost squishing the poor girl underneath him. She seemed annoyed.. but at the same time his warmth really could give her this peaceful sleep she wanted



“Can we move to the bedroom?” Her voice sleepy, eyes halfway closed before opening wide as she’s picked up and brought to the bedroom. Thrown onto the bed and quickly laid on once again. A mumble of curses before she just decides to shut up and get to sleeping. Michael doesn't rest for awhile, just holding her tight while laying on her. Her breathing sounds so soft, so peaceful, her heartbeat sounding so beautiful.



The fact she’s sleeping so peacefully because of him? Made his heart and mind race. Does she finally like him? Will this be the start of the life he wants with her? Will she be all his and no one else's? God the thoughts ran through his head for so long. It's hard to sleep when the heart is beating so fast.. is this what those couples felt when being so close to one another? He wants to know. He ends up not getting any sleep.



Two hours later and she wakes up with a small groan, god that sleep was so needed and she dreamt of walking through a field of tulips. Something she always wished to do outside of dreams. Michael’s still on top of her. She can only look forward. Unable to move anything but her eyes.



“Michael, you’re squishing me..” she sounds sleepy still… so cute. He gets up and flips her over to see her beautiful face. So gorgeous and perfect. A small grip to feel it. Cheeks squished with one hand as he would slowly turn it side to side to get every angle in. He wanted to tell her how gorgeous she was, that she was so perfect and wonderful and every little compliment he could muster.. but he kept quiet like usual.



Another lip press to the face, her forehead since it was free from his hand. She just responds with her eyes closed, if he keeps staying here she's going to have to get use to those. A loud exhale through her nose before gently removing his hand from her face.



“Michael, why are you here?” The question confuses him, doesn't she see what she does to him? All that sweetness and care at the asylum.. was that nothing? Michael see’s it as more than work. It felt like actual care, like she actually cared for his well being. She has to feel the same. Michael only responds with a small head tilt.



“Fine… no answer for me, not now not ever” she passes by his arm before sitting at the edge of the bed. Keeping there for a moment before standing up. He follows behind. Boots hitting the ground over and over to keep with her. His hand slipping down to her waist, holding on while pulling her close



“Touchy today aren't you.” She still sounds tired, not ready to fully wake up yet. There he goes again wanting to talk, wanting to tell her only for you and only you. Wanting to speak nothing but what he heard from stalking. All those sweet sounding words. Things he’s heard from lovebirds from the asylum and even his own parents when he would listen in.



Sally doesn't see but Michael opens his mouth for a second before quickly shutting it. No words. Maybe one day but not today. He turns her around and holds her back close to her chest. He looks over at a photo, seeing a memory of Sally’s late husband carrying her bridal style during their wedding day. Looking down before picking her up in that style, she looked so happy in the photo. Clearly she has to be happy in that position again, right? Not in the slightest. Kicking and trying to push him away is all she did. Was he doing something wrong already?



He was not phased by all the ruckus she's causing, again it felt like a kitten ‘hurting’ him. He looks over at the picture again, what does that man have that he doesn't? Something he longs to find out desperately. Anything to see that smile in the photo in person. While Michael was distracted Sally was able to slip through his arms and able to fall to the floor, a thud but she recovered quickly and pushes past Michael to get into her room. She’s fast to lock the door and lets out a huff before resting her back against the wall, a moment to relax before banging and loud bangs against the door startled her, silence falls and she’s nervous to open the door to see him. A fearsome giant foe trying to get to his reward,The damsel in distress. Sweat drips down her neck as she makes her way to the door, another bang startles her, jumping back and almost falling to the ground.



“I’m not letting you in if you keep doing this!” A shout as hands become angry fists. A shake in her voice as she tries to sound as serious and calm as possible.. but it was difficult, she’s only so imitating. What could a 4’11” woman do against Michael Myers? He doesn't dare to bang against the door. Just one knock. A sigh from the girl before she opens the door. He stands before her before entering her room, trying to pick her up again, she gives a better fight this time but loses the battle, thrown over his shoulder as he holds her legs down to get her from kicking. He keeps her in place, hand sliding up her leg before it rests just below her bottom. She hopes he doesn't go any further and lucky for her he chooses not to. A breath of relief as she adjusts herself to not be completely upside down against his back, Uncomfortable and wanting down



“Please, please put me down, Michael. This isn't comfortable for me..” A plea in her voice while he thinks. Walking now towards the bed before she’s dropped on top of it. Now looking up at him, still nervous before he decides to leave the room, not before staring her down. Sally watches as he leaves, closing the door behind him with a loud slam, again getting Sally to jump. She lays more on the bed on her side, curled up in a ball. Why has her life come to this? What made him obsess over her like this? Was it the kindness she showed? Did he just want her dead and this is all a ruse to trick her into lowering her guard? A tear drips down her cheek as she tries not to think of him, but her mind can only think of Michael, how she has a wanted criminal living in her home.



“Oh, Andrew… how do I get out of this mess?” A sob in her voice now as she curls up more. Behind the door though are footsteps, he heard her talk, talk to Andrew. Angry steps before silence. He never really showed anger, not the type to really reveal any facial expression but hearing that name? Makes him frown, makes his face twist with a rage. Wanting to never hear the name Andrew again. He looks at the wedding frame once again, wanting to shatter the glass to make her know saying his name will lead to destruction, but he thinks. No, that will lead her away, he needs her drawn in not drifting away. A huff through the nose before he goes to the couch, lowering himself to it before sitting, staring outside the window, seeing the nature that surrounded the log cabin he now calls home. A distraction in a way that fails to work. It seems like hours pass before his mind won't shut up, standing again and letting himself get to her room where Sally has her back to the door, she's not in the ball, her legs more straight and an arm resting under her head. Motionless as Michael makes his way to the bed, getting on before resting himself uncomfortably close to her, back to back as he can feel his mind ease with calmness.



Sally waits until she believes he’s asleep, shifting herself to get a couple inches away so she doesn’t have him touching her. Looking over his sleeping form with caution, her face turning into concern as she tried gently moving his arm to be more in front of him, it seemed like it was reaching back to grab at her. The idea backfires as Michael now turns his body to face her, arm pulling her down and holding her against his chest, it was warm and oddly soft to lean against. A hand touching torso as she tries pushing herself away more roughly than before, not caring anymore if she wakes him, she’ll tell him off if he tries anything.. like it’ll work.



Pressed more against him, a hand reaching towards her hair as she gets pressed more against his chest in his sleep. Oh how she just wants to call the cops or asylum on him, wanting to get him out of her life but the fear of him deciding to finally kill her haunts her. Not wanting to anger the beast. She just has to deal with him until he finally finds the next victim to obsess over, but a gut feeling tells her he’s never truly obsessed with someone like this, that this is new to him. A feeling that he doesn’t want to kill. A sigh as she finally accepts that she’s trapped in his grip. It's late and she should get some rest too, work is early tomorrow. Oh how she wishes to go to work for once.